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sunshine follows thunder 


Author's Notes: 
This is a Terrible Thing I'm doing.. 


Noel watches his brother quiver on the stairs. 


Liam's leaning heavily upon white-knuckled hands gripping the bannister, knees a-tremble, still awash in mingled 


disbelief and delight. 
"Your turn" Noel pronounces, regarding Liam levelly. "Get down here." 


Liam smirks, pulling his trousers back into place. "What if | don't? How about | just go say how much better a 


cocksucker you are than a singer?" 


Noel snakes one hand to savagely seize Liam's ankle while the other squeezes himself through his jeans, 


snarling: "If | have to yank you from here something WILL break. We had a deal." 


Liam remembers his flippant offer to "bend over afterward’, and fears Noel means to collect. Well, no way.. 


"You can't make me." He literally looks down his nose at Noel, but then yelps in shock and pain as a thumb 


presses smartly into the pressure point above his heel. 


"I believe you'll find that | CAN." Noel's gaze is stronger than his grip, glaring up in cold command. "I'm going to 
fuck you, but | guess its up to you whether | fuck you UP first." 


Liam kicks out fiercely to shake off Noel's grasp, but obeys the order as if it were his own idea, decending 
back down into the basement, declaring: "I need a drink." 


Noel does, too. That was thirsty work He strides to the amp atop which sits his glass and the bottle of 
Johnnie Walker, reminding Liam: "You WASTED your last drink. Not sure you DESERVE another.” 


Liam picks up his sticky glass and holds it out. "Hit me." 


"Don't tempt me." Noel throws back the remaing sip and refills for himself, waggling the bottle. "Come and get 
it" 


Liam's legs are still unsteady (God DAMN, why does Noel have to be so good at EVERYTHING?) but he crosses 


the room to where his brother pours him a stiff one. 


Noel hadn't been sure he really wanted to suck Liam's cock, but he's now absolutely certain he wants to fuck 
his ass. "Drink it NOW." he demands, and once Liam has followed that order he issues another. "Take your pants 


off" 
"I sh'd think y'already got s'close a look s'you c'n GET" Liam slurs "What's left +SEE?" 


"There's nothing more | care to HEAR." Noel snaps, imbibing another burning swallow and slamming down his 
tumbler hard enough to splash the dregs. "Shut the fuck up." He slaps both palms hard upon Liam's hips and 
skins down his tracksuit bottoms in one swift motion, momentarily pressing his own denim-clad erection against 


Liam's recently-delivered package before his brother shoves him away. 
"Fuck NO, Noell" Liam cries, bringing back memories.. 


Noel's university girlfriend had been into rape fantasies, which he'd first thought was weird (having previously 
been of the "If YOU don't want it why should 1?" school) but had taken to like a duck to water upon seeing how 
wet and willing a bit of struggle and dominance would make her. After months of such mock forceful play, 


she'd been able to get him stiff on the subway or at dinner just by whispering "No.NO.Noel” in his ear. 


Noel can no longer tolerate the torment of zipperscrape. Tugging down tab first, he quickly undoes his flies as 
Liam tries to bolt for the stairs but is hobbled by lowered trousers. Noel grabs an arm as he stumbles and 
steps up to plant a foot squarely upon the material bunched between Liam's knees, shoving his pants all the 


way to the floor and pinning them beween his feet. 


"Step out" He breathes into Liam's ear, unlimbering from undergarment to slip stiffness against the smooth 


curve of his brother's backside. 


Liam has no alternative but to obey..its either that or fall over. Pulling one foot out of trapped trousers, he 
knows he COULD escape Noel's grasp but isn’t quite sure he wants to. Angry at himself for his curiosity, he 
furiously thrashes, back of head connecting solidly with Noel's looming lips. 


Noel sees stars as the tender flesh of his mouth splits against his teeth, but although blood begins to flow his 
lust is in no way diminished. Throwing forceful forearm across Liam's throat, Noel pushes his brother with 


shuffling steps over to a framed hamper piled with freshly-washed laundry and bends him sharply over it. 


Liam no longer has the luxury of questioning Noel's intent, since recent events have proved his brother WILL 
back up bluff. Fight or flight.or submit? He HAD agreed, after all, and against his will he's thrilling at both the 
posture of subservience and Noel's obvious arousal, evident in ragged breath and rigid length. Still, he's 
frightened of potential pain. 


As if reading his mind, Noel pants "It'll hurt less if you stop struggling", guiding himself with one hand while 


maintaining his strongarm upon Liam's neck as he thrusts. 


Liam bucks his hips in a futile attempt to escape the sudden intrusion as Noel leans forward to brace newly 
free hand on hamper. With a splintery squeal, cheap wood separates from flimsy tubing as the hamper 
collapses under their combined weight and the brothers fall into a heap of clean clothes. The tumble serves to 


drive Noel fully into Liam's writhing tightness. 


Liam screams and Noel groans. The delicious friction and illicit wickedness combine to convince Noel he'll not 
last long, but neither will he suffer Liam's wretched wailing for one minute more of it. Flailing into the pile of 


laundry beneath them, his fingers close upon a sock, and the splendid literalism strikes as brilliant. 


"Put a sock in it, Liam." he grunts, continuing to push himself into his prostrate brother as he crams the 
knitted fabric between Liam's snapping teeth. Liam tries to escape the impromptu gag, but Noel's next words 
are a nasty threat indeed.. 


"If you spit it out, | will pull one off my sweaty foot and make you bite on THAT.” 


Liam endures the clean sock as Noel, unmuffled, begins to voice his own ecstasy. A fat ruby drop from his 
split lip splashes onto the back of Liam's striped rugby shirt, soon joined by finer spray from heated 
exhalations. The sight of his own blood blooming into broad blots sends Noel over the edge as he imagines 
another fluid he's unable to see spurting forth. 


Falling forward to lie atop Liam, postcoital bliss moves Noel to nuzzle the sweaty neck beneath him before the 


pain in his mouth and the crimson smear left by lips stop him just short of kissing it. He pulls out with 


deliberately rough abruptness, drawing hands back through strewn pile of no-longer-clean clothes to brace 
himself up. 


Liam stifles single sob into sock as Noel stands shakily, slowly backing away and watching Liam strain to rise 
but fall back atop heap of washing. 


Some might say this had been rape, but they both know better. 


